


The mod Lamentable Tragedie 

Enter Titus, olde Marcus , young Lucius, and other gtn. 
tlcmen with b*wes , and Titus be ares the an owes with letters 
on the ends of them . 

Titus . Come Marcus, comc^kinfcmcn this is the way, 
Sir boy let me fee your Archeric, 

Looke j ec draw home inough andtis there ftraight, 

T erras Aftredrehqutt , beyou remembred Marcuf y 
Shccs gonc,lhees iried^ firs take you to your tooics, 

You Cofcns (hall goe iound the Ocean, 

And call your ncrs,happilieyou may catch her in tlicfea^ 
Yet theirs as little iufhceas at land: 

No Pub!: us and S empronjus, you mud doe it, 

Tis veu mud dig with matrocke and with fpade, 

A nd piercethc in mod Center of the earth, 

T hen when you come to Tlutoes Region, 

1 pray y ou deliuer him this petition. 

Tell himitisforiuftice and for aide, 

And chat it comes from oldc A ndronicus 
Sh ike a with (oiro wes m vngratctullRome* 

Ah Rome, wed, well, I made thee milerable, 
Whattnne I threw the peoples (iif! rages 
On him that thus d >th tyrrannizc ore nice. 

G>c get you gone, and pray be careful! all, 

And le ,ue you not am. not v^rre vnfearebt, 

This wicked Emperour may haue fhipt her liencd* 

And kinfemen then we may goepipcforiufhce* 

Marcus. OTub/ius^s not this a heauic c fc 
To fee thy Noble Vnklethusdidnft? 

Publtus. Therefore my Lords it highly vsconcernesj 
By d ne and nightt attend him carefuhie: 

And fc 'de his humour kindly as we may, 

Ti 1 nine be^et Lome cieful: rcmedie, 

Marcus ♦ ivufiUcnhiAorrowciarepauiCmedie 
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of Titus Andronicus. 

Join c with the gothes, and with reuengefull watte, 

Take wreake on Rome for this ingratitude. 

And vengeance on the trairour Saturnine. 

Titus. "Publius how now,how now my Mafter$, 
yVhat haue you met with her? 

Publius. No my good Lord, but Pluto fends you word, 
]f you will haue reuenge from hell you fhali, 

Marri e for lulfice ilice is fo imploid. 

He thinks with Ioue in heaucn,or fotne where elfe. 

So that perforce you muff needs ffaie a time, 

Titus, He doth me wrong to feede me withdelaic#, 
lie diuc into the burning lake bclowe, 

And pull her out of Acaron by the hceles, 

M arcus we arc but fhrubs,no Cedars wee, 
Nobig-boand.mcn framdeof the Cyclops fee, 
ButmettallAWc«/,fteelc to the verie bscke. 

Yet wrung with wrongs more than our backs can beares 
And fith thers no iullicein earth nor hell, 

VVe will follicite heauen and moue the Gods, 

To fenddowne Iuflice for to wreake our wrongs: 

Come tothisgeare,you are a good Archer M arcus, 
Hegtues them the sir r owes. 
tAdlouem, tints for you, here ad i^pellauaes, 
v4dM.artem, tints formy fclfe. 

Here boy to Pallas ,h ere to Mercuric, 

To Saturnine, to Cams, not to Sat urnins. 

You were as good to fhooteagainff the v. inde* 

Too it boy,Marcus ioofe when I bid a 
Of my word I haue written to efreft. 

Therms not a God left vnfollicited, 

Marcus. Kinfemen,fhoot all your fhaftsintothe Court, 
V V ec will affliift the Emperour in his pride. 

Titus . Now Maffcrs draw, Oh well faid Lucius , 

Good boy in Virgoes lappe,giue it Pallas ♦ 

Marcus , My Lord,I airne a mile beyond theMoone, 

H - You* 



